MRS. WOODROW WILSON             135
While I was going over these questions in my thoughts, the door gently opened and I saw my husband standing there already dressed. Seeing me awake he came in and said: "I was hoping you were awake because I want to make the speech to you which I intended making yesterday, but someway could not get it out. It was this!"
He then brought out clear as crystal his programme for the future. Alas that I cannot repeat it, for it was destined to be put aside on account of the War, and so forever lost.
When he finished, I told him that I had been mapping out what we would do after he had been defeated and we could live our own lives. He stood up and, looking down at me, said: "What a delightful pessimist you are! One must never court defeat. If it comes, accept it like a soldier; but don't anticipate it, for that destroys your fighting spirit."
Later in the day we went for a ride, taking Mother and my sister with us. I remember the ocean was wild and majestic, with great angry waves breaking on the rocks. On Monday, November 6, 1916,1 find recorded in my "Line-a-day Book": "At 2.30 a delegation headed by Mr. Pader-ewski arrived to ask W. to set aside a day to help the Poles. I knelt in the hall above and heard all they said. Mr. P. ended with a beautiful tribute to my husband and expressed his utmost faith in him and his sincere desire to help these suffering people."
I shall never forget Mr. Paderewski's face as he stood pleading the cause of his country. It was so fine, so tragic, so earnest. As I knelt there above them I felt I was witnessing through his eyes all the suffering and degradation of his countrymen. His hair was like a nimbus around his head. To have seen together these two men who were making the world better and happier is a memory I shall always cherish.
November 7, 1916, Election Day, dawned radiantly clear, and we had a very early breakfast together and drove to Princeton to vote. Although we got there a little before nine